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HEN Mabel Dalton from
Ducktown, which is a village not far from

Ailantic City, there was very little inter-

est excited, but mueh speenlation was aroused by

disappeared

the coming of a boy in the Dalton house, a boy of
about the age of Mabel, who was recognized as Mr.
Dalton’s son and of whom he scemed very fond, as
well as proud.

Nobody had ever seen a boy the high-walled
garden of the old Dalton house, but people sup-
posed that he had been awaw at sehool all thess
vears. When, however, Milton, for that was the
boy’s name, was asked questions as to where he had
been living he merely smiled and said:

“Oh, I wazn't ve far away.,” And, truly, he
was so mysterious and secretive about his past that
some persons with malicious venom hinted that he
had been in the Reform Scheol, for it was quite well

in

vV

known that his missing sister had been a bit of a
tomboy, and Milton, they said, might have been, in
the past, even worse. Nobody dared te ask any ques-
tions of Mr. Palton, for he-was too stérn and dig-
ified for anything of the sort.

After a time people forgot, in the stress of a
busv summer season, to even think about-anything
but the summer visi from whom Ducktown de-
rives g vast ineome, and only myself was interested
in the boy who had so suddenly and mysteriously
appeared in the gray house near the ereek. Indeed,
1 grew miore and move anxious to solve the problem,
and finally 1 managed to gain the friendship and
confidence of the boy himself, and found out just
what had happened.

It was a wonderful story. When at last Milton
nted to my writing it he was much older and
| moved away from the village; and, therefore, it

1tors,

is safe to tell it.
Mabel was somewhat of a tomboy, yet she man-

aged to restrain herself, for her father frowned
kind of unladylike action. She used to

Mr.

upon every
th Dalton had always regretted that
1. and did net love her half as much
loved a although a boy is ever

<o much more trouble to parents and not half as
1 . So when she felt like elimbing a tree,
throngh a pane of glass, or
wading barcfooted through the mud
of the ereek, she sat down and wrestled with the
until she had overecome it, for she knew how

bov,

he would have
ice as a girl
throwing

playing ball, or

or a stone

foeling
her father would frown when he heard of it.

\1l dav Tong in the guiet garden behind its tall
stone walls she played with dolls; embroidered

pansics on linen or read girls’ books, while her heart
was outside on the broad bay or among the laugh-
ing lads on the shore. who dived off high spiles into

1

demoniae glee.

| 1tk ] 3
the water with vells of

When by ac cident a }):‘.\wl*:i!{ came ﬁ\’ing over the
wall, she hurled it back with a quick sense of the
jox of being a boy.

Other girls went crabbing and sailing, but Mr.

Dalts mitted his daughter to indulge in
such pleasures. She was a big girl, and strong: but
1 with a sigh, thet a girl con-

| Iever per

times thought,

Loy

a g;\rniun and ob Wl to ‘a‘K!' music and
<sons dailv, would certainly soon hav

consumpii and go into a decline. But when she

ked her father for a pair of rubber boots, he
merely laughed and asked her if she wished to go
duck shoc on the meadows.

- o ; Aarme
One brig wmner morning, when the king-

fishers were darting te and fro across the creek
with shrill eries of delight, and the swallows, utter-

chirps, went skimming, in long,
that just rippled the smooth water,
v, which here and there was ruf-

WO
sweeping curves
up and down the ba
fled by fi while everhead a

1 coming to the surface,

plover, cleaving the blue skv like an arrow, sent
down a low, plaintive whistld, and a fish hawk sat on
a post near the edge watching the water

which came almost to the very wall of the garden,
because it was high tide, Mabel sat looking out to-
ward the dim. blue. shores of Pleasantville, far
across the green meadows, and wishing that she was
cailing in a:little boat far, far into the misty dis-
tance.

Suddenly she observed a drawn up on
the peath her, with its painter tied to the
voery gatepost as if left there for her use! Asa
matter of faet, it had been loft there for only a fow
minntes, by voung Heory Gprizen, while he ran up
to get his father’s paper.
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shere be

to the village

But  Mabel. in her preseni mood, didn't reflect
that the boat was in use;she only thought of th
AN 1 3 N

wonderful providence that had sent 1t to her just

most wished for a sail! Had it been
windy. or even a cloudy morning, the thought of
”‘i“é such a little toy boat would not ha entered
water smooth as a mirror
e, without

when sh a very

her mind. but the was as
and the sky like a great turquoisc d

cven one iy -.",lv'l!;.

The wind rustied the leaves in the - PO
earaen with a gentl and ¢ tomeh that ke
knew was iast enough to fill the small boat's sail
and send her a . casily and softly, across the

Without reflecting farther she ran out of the
gate, untied the rope, stepped mto the boat and
pushed off. taking up the oars as soon as she was
awav from the shore, and then rowing along with

Henry Gertzen returned, ten min-
around the bend and bevond
’ .n'\\l —31“ Was never agan

tide. When

Iator,

p
uies '\iii‘ was
\like's Island, out of sight
seen in Ducktown!

Now this

and if you find that it is

is the stor: what happened to her,

so wonderful as to seem

ittle Girl Who Was Rather Disposed to be a *“Tom Boy” Did a Kind Decc

Was Rewarded With a Pair of Red Stockings

impossible, and therefore you ecan’t belieéve it, re-
member ihat is not my i:.'u]v, but _\[ihuu I);tlt\v!fr.
for I relate it :a‘.:x\'!i_\ as he told 1t to me.

Without knowing that she was leaving her girl
life behind her for all time. Mabel rowed easily
along, not far frem shore, until she had rounded
Mike's Island, opposite Fenton’s boat-house, and
was gliding over the glassy surfece of Lake's Bay
toward the Pleasantville shore, dim and hazily blue
in the distance, and very romantic, too, suggesting
fairyland and all manner of woreal things, although
richt near and impending was the real magie about
to ]l:ljﬁiu . A .

As she swung into the bay and skirted the other
shore of the island, she saw aeross the water a little
group of boys, who were wildly whooping and
shricking: and, with that instinet to join in all
boyish sports that always possessed her, she turned
the beat toward them As she neared them she saw
that thev had driven a poor, skinny-looking cat up
a tre¢ and were ineciting a couple of dogs to bark
furiously at her, so that the poor cat was quite
frantic with terror.

Now, Mabel didn’t particularly like eats, but she
abhorred all manner of eruclty. Beside, she had long
ago taken a most violent dislike to these very boys
(who were five brothers named Nagle), because
they had often thrown snowballs at her and called
her “’fraid cat” when she had refused to steal out
and play with them. Therefore, it was with a feel-
of real joy that she rowed to them, and spring-
ing out of the boat ran to the tree, and, after giv-
ing cach of the dogs a well placed kick, sternly
scolded the cruel beys.

Her blue eyes flashed so sharply that they soon
drew away from her, although they were five to one,
and when they had gone she actually climbed that
tree and.brought down the terrified cat! o

H;‘n”j\' had she reached the ground than a door
opened in a little nearby cottage and an old woman
appeared, who called to her to bring the animal to
her. Now, cven Mabel, although eonfined so much
to the house, knew that this old woman was sup-
posed by every inhabitant of Ducktown to be a
dreadful witeh, who by a mere wink of the eye could
bring all maner of evil upon those she hated; and
had the Nagle boys even suspected that 1t was her
cat which they had been teasing they would have
hastened away at once,

Old Witeh Hazel, as she was called, was now
trembling, either with fear or rage, Mabél couldn’t
tell which, and when the cat was brought to her she
seized it with shaking hands, after which she
thanked the zirl for saving its life.

“I wouldn’t have lost poor old Asmodeus for any-
thing!” she declared. “He's my only comfort! And
he's {frightened so that his hair is turning gray,
poor thing! You are a brave and kind girl, and if
vou'll step inside, I will eward you for your kind
action.

“I need no reward!” eried Mabel. “Far be it from
me to refuse to rescue a distressed animal; beside,
it would have done me good to have slapped Jim
Nagle's face, the big, fat coward; but he sneaked off
befare I got ready to do it!”

1 vou shall be rewarded. and as 1

“Nevertl
know the dearest wish of vour heart, it shall be
Come in, please!” said the old

ing

’l“ﬁ*.

granted this day!
witeh, smiling. So Mabel entered.

Witch Hazel opened an old chest, and taking from
it a pair of red silk stockings she gave them to the
zirl, sayving:

“Take these and wear them in remembrance of
me. They are ail 1 have to give, but they are very
fine stoekings and just your size.” \

Without really thinking much of the gift Mabel
took them and thanked the giver very politely, after
which she ran back to the boat, being now rather
mxions to get back home before her absemee had
been discovered by its owner, for she had been away
an hour. But somchow she found, now that the tide
was fally
and soon she

on the ebb, that it was not so casy to row,
that

discovgred instcad of getting

nearer to home she actually was being carried away
from it pretty rapidly.

At last, when she was so tired and hot that her
breath seemed leaving her, she thought of the sail
and with some difficulty managed to raise and fas-
ten it properly. Then, when the breeze bellied its
snowy surface and the boat began to move agamst
the strong tide as if alive and anxious to rcturn,
she found that she had gotten so far out in the
broad bav that the wind would enly take her toward
the Pleasantville shore.

By this time all the old tombey’ spirit had de-
parted and she was a timerous emough girl, al-
thongh she eertainly tried to be brave and confident;
vet the thought of her father's sterm face and his
upturned lip, as he said sométhing sharp and cut-
ting dbout tomboys, made her hot and very much
more nervous tiian she might have been. When she
was well into “Hank’s Thoroughfare,” asrit is
ealed, she found that. it really was but a2 pathway
leading farther from home, and ome - so desolate
and lenely that she was frightened, fér if anything
happened to the boat here there was no one to call
to.

In the bay there were sailboats hasteniug thither
and von, but bere even the very birds seemed to
have deserted the reedy shores, the )ml‘m_\’ banks of
which now showed black and slimy, hiding the hori-
zon g0 completely that now she had no idea of where
she was! It was an awful situation for a girl, al-
though every boy in Ducktown had it happen to
him several times each day without neticing it at
all. :
Suddenly a shock awoke her from these dire re-
flections. a shock that dumped Lier upen the bottom
of the boat, and then she realized that she had run
her aaft slam-bang uwpon a sand bar! Hard and
fast it waw, and the =sail promptly swung over and
hung flapping dolefully as she kneeled there, star-
ing overboard at the rippling water rushing past.
Of course, o girl ghat lives near the water but
knows that the tide rises and falls rapidly, and
the very first thought that entered Mabel's head
was the necessity of instantly getting that boat off
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of that sandbar; so without wasting any time she
took off her shoes and stockings and climbed over-
board. Then the boat, lightened by her weight, was
so easily pushed off that she langhed. Into it she
climbed, and then looked about for her shogs end
stockings, but, alas, her  stocking had vanished!
Something black showed & few yards away in the
water, vanishing even as she looked, and then she
remembered that she had hung them on the side
of the boat.

“Perhaps,” thought Mabel, “a shark seized them!
But, at any rate, I still have the red silk ones, and
I'll put them on!”

When she had her feet covered onge more she
looked about her. The boat, with its flapping sail
had drift(,".'l close to shore that 1ts side was
brushed by the everhanging reeds, and even tipping
somewhat frem their contact, which brought Ma-
bel’s: heart-into her mouth:

“My goodness' I wish f were a boy!” she cried,
with honest indienation and hearty vigor. “It's a
shame that a girl ean’t do things!”

SO

The next minute a downward look turned into
amazement'! Her legs were covered with short blue
trousers, she wore red silk stockings and her shoes
were thick-soled and all seratched! She had warts
on her tanned hands, as well as callous palms that
deficd a blister! The hands crept up to her head
to find that her long brown hair had \'u\nishvd and
a erop of wiry stuff, that felt like a serubbing-brush
had taken its place, and her ears felt as thdugh
somebody had threwn sand into them! A little eap
<ot on her head. Her collarless shirt was open in
front, and two buttons gone, and her jacket sleeve
had a hole in it as Iarge as her hand.

Even yet she had some of her girlhood in her
soul, but it passed away like 2 mist, for at that
instant a big grecn fly, one of the biting kind that
every boy hates with all his soul, settled on the
thwart with a buzz, and, instead of slapping at the
insect. this new formed boy, that had been a girl
but a moment before, promptly spat at it.

Then Mabel Dalton knew that she was no longer
Mabel. and instantly deecided to be called Milton
while she played at being a boy, for, you see, she
realized at onee that it must be the gift 6f a witch
that had made the change, and fully.expected, of
course, that she would wish herself a girl again at
some time in the near future. No nice girl could,
even if she would, do such an indelicate act as
spitting at a fly.

However, the fierce joy that filled her soul com-
pensated for A slight bint of the indelicacy that
somehow lingered for a short space, perhaps half a
second, and then she forgot it. Then the new boy
realized that his sail was flapping, and, jumping
forward. drew in the sheet, and as the awind filled
the sail he came about and begam to tack out of
Hank's Thoroughfare as if he had been sailing
there all his life.

Then hegan Milton's existence, and that
noon was for a long time a red léetter day 1
memory, for then he tasted all the sweets that a
boy inherits by nature in all their fullness.

Then he made another discovery—a thing that a
girl would searcely have noticed. This was a locker
under the stern, and in it he found a couple of fish-
ing lines. About a half mile down the bay he saw
a group of boats, and knowing that they were those
of fishermen he resolved to borrow some bait and
cateh some fish, When he reached them he saw Mr.
Aleer. a friend of his father’s, in one of them, and
in two minutes he was catching sea bass as fast as
he could pull them in, although no other boat near
him was having any luck. \

“That’s the way it is.” said Mr. Jacobs, one of the
men in Mr. Alger's boat. “We come out here with 2
hundred dollars’ worth of tackle and nine dollars
worth of dry and wetbait, and we can't catch even
a sca robin. but a kid with an old rusty hook and a

yotten old line hauls them up as if he were be-
witched !”

garden ¢ame

for a Witch anc

Having caught fifty or sixty fish the sport palled,
and he sailed away to new adventures. Thus, tack-
ing and free sailing, he came out into
Thoroughfare,” opposite a well-known sportsman’s
resort, where he had the incredible luck to find a
clam-bake of enormous proportions iu progress;
and, with a boy’s facility, ingratiated himself into
the proprietor’s confidence {p such an extent that
the man offered him a half-doliar to carry the plates
and things from the hotel to the spot where the im-
mense bake was slowly steaming and filling the af-
ternoon air with a delicious, maddening fragrance,
beside telling Milton that he could bave all the
clams and other viands he could ect.

Now, as perhaps you are aware, a clambake con-
tains almost everything that is appetizing and good
for one’s interior department.

Did Milton eat anything ¢ Well, when you realize,
if you will stop to reflect, that all he had eaten was
a peck of oysters, a watermelon, three sanflwiches,
two peaches and an eggz since vou will, of
course, see that he was nearly starved, and that he
had plenty of room for a real measl. Even Mr.
Herold, the clam-bake artist, said that he never met
with such real, gehuine appreciation of his efforts!
Milton aceounted for two lobsters, twenty or thirty
ciams, half a chicken, three cpabs, several sweet
potatoes and two pieces of pie, so you may realize
that he was a boy, all right!

Nightfall was nearing, the water wore a pearly,
goft and dreamy opal hue, when he finally thought
of going home. Across the bay herons winged ‘a
lazy flight into a béd of ruddy gold that concealed
the .\“Y‘\ih_‘.{' sun. Slow nu‘«xinu vr'.lft floated ;l'xnn'_f
with the rising tide, for the wind had sunk to rest;
but he spramg into his boat, and, pulling a swift,
sturdy stroke, set out for a long row up the thor-
oughtare.

When he

mMorning,

neared the house and the walls of the
funny feeling
n as he thought of his father’s stern
face, and then he resolved to meet him just as he
was, without wishing himself a girl again, just to
see what Mr. Dalten would say to the metaphor-
phosis, which is a long®™word =
and one that I've be
So, whe

mto view, a toox pos-

session of hi

o . meaning “to change,
wn waiting for a chanee of using
for many a day! n the boat grated on the
pebbly beach he leaped out smiling, only to be con-
fronted by Henry Gertzen, who at once hurled angry
words and threats at him for stealing the boat.
From such a spindle-shanked, eross-eyed kid as
Henry, Milton would take no such language, and
he told him se.

In the splendid mix-up that
state that<Henry got in a few choiee wallops that
davs on Milton’s head and
faee, but when the affair was coneluded, or, rather,
brought to a step by Mr. Dalton’s sudden appear-
ance, Henry looked like a boy who had been wup
against a rimaway antomobile and had tried to stop
it with his countenance! Both eyves were black, his
lips swelled and his nose twisted! Mr. Dalton sepa-
rated them, and Henry, having such a good execuse,
got into his boat and slowly rowed aws

followed it 1s to

just
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Then Milton followed his father into the house,
much to Mr. Dalton’s surprise, but you may im-
agine what he felt the boy calmly told him who

At first he wouldn’t believe it, but when
Milton related a great number of faéts known onl
to themselves, and even offered to ehange into a girl
right before his father's eves, Mr. Dalton became
convineed, and said:

“No. There's no use It evidently
worked once all right, but it might not work again.
You just take off those red stockings and hand them
to me and Fll take care of them!”

What do vou suppose he did with them?

He opened the kitchen range, and, after poking
them in with the stove-lifter, elosed the lid! They
made an awful smell as they burned, angd I suppose
that was the magic in them sizzing out, and pretty
goon they were cinders, while Milton stood there
with joy in his heart, for he knew that he would be
a boy for the rest of his lofe.

“A thing of beauty is a boy forever!” he eried as
the last trace of the red ~‘m'f-\in'_:,\ left the air, and
he followed his father into _the diming room, for
supper was even then on the table.

And gow he tells me that his father is a different
man from the one he knew as a girl. He goes out
crabbing and fishing, bought Milton a gun and a
boat, and is now talking of getting an automobile so
that they can get about easier, for he's out for all
meanner of fun, is Mr. Dalton. Milton is as fond of
him as anyv man could wish, and when Mr. Dalton
speaks of his boy the look of pride in his eyes
would delight you.

And he was so grateful to the old witeh that he
built her a nice little house, where she is now living,
and I am making goo-goo eyes at her miyself, for
there's a certain thing T wish to ask her for. That
is a gasoline engine that can’t break down, or act
up. or snort, or shoot, or thump, and nothing but a
real witeh can get such a wonder!

WALT McDOUGALL.
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taking chances!




